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HOODOO HANNIGAN 

I* JOSEPH MILLARD 

A BEGINNING-ANDAN END XXXVI 



On a Jap gunboat they have 
captured. Hoodoo and his 
friends find ffiemsleves 
under fire of a gigantic U. S. 
Naval Task Force . . . 

THEY WAITED what 
seemed an eternity for the 
express- train rumble thai 
marked the approach of the 
first salvo of shells from the 
U. S. Battlewagons. The de- 
stroyers were already turning, 
moving toward them to com- 
plete the kill of what they 
thought waS an enemy who 
would betray their presence. 
Instinctively Hoodoo put an 
arm around Dawn Wade's 
shoulders- But it was Atlas 
Jones who voiced their one 
thought. 

"After all we've taken from 
the Japs," he growled, "it'll be 
a pleasure to take a pasting 
from U. S. guns for a change." 

The roar came, now— a ter- 
rible screaming thunder that 
filled the air. They flinched, 
and then the noise was over- 
head. The first salvo was Ion*. 
A moment later a line of water 
columns marked the shells as 
they fell well beyond the gun- 
boat. But they all knew that 
the next salvo would compen- 
sate for that error. And by the 
third," the deadly U. S. gun- 
nery would have the spot 
range. 

"Hey," Gin Yock, the Ko- 
rean, suddenly barked, whirl- 
ing away from the rail. "I got 
an idea. It's crazy, but it might 
iSave us. We haven't got an 
American flag to hoist but 
iw've got something better- 
something that spells Ameri- 
can anyplace around here." 



With a bound he caught up 
the gold-braided figure of the 
Jap Commander and went 
racing toward the Hag hoist, 
lugging the dead body over 
one shoulder. Hoodoo sudden- 
ly yelped: "Thr crazy nitwit. 
I believe he's got the answer. 
Atlas, start trying to launch a 
lifeboat while I give Gin Yock 

He raced after the Korean, 
joined him as the grinning 
little oriental began lashing 
the wrists of the dead Jap offi- 
cer to the flag halyard. In a 
moment the job was done and 
the pair of them bent to the 
task of raising the"ir grisly 
banner to the masthead. 

"They'll be watching us 
through the glass." Gin Yock 
panted, "They wouldn't be 
heve a Yank flag if they saw 
it. and if we tried to radio 
them, we'd spill their presence 
to all the Japs. But when they 
see the body of thr Jap com- 
mander hanging from the sig- 
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der what's what.' 

There was an endless period 
of waiting. If those big guns 
thundered again, it ' might 
mean their finish. Yank gun- 
ners seldom miss twice when 
the target is a Jap gunboat in 
plain sight. 

Then Hoodoo's breath went 
out noisily and Gin Yock be- 
gan to hum merrily. No guns 
winked and thundered. In- 
stead, the speedy destroyers 
raced toward them and from 
the signal bridge of the flag- 
ship, a heliog-raph began to 
flicker quest joni ugly,' 

They lined the rail, waving 
white strips of bedding while 
the destroyers curved suspi- 



ciously around them and final- 
ly moved in close enough for 
a loudspeaker to blare ques- 
tions and then instructions. 
Finally, their suspicions al- 
layed, a boat moved in and at 
last, after long and weary 
months. Hoodoo and his 
friends found themselves 
standing once more on the 
deck of a U. S. ship. 

Hoodoo's name was a spe- 
cies of magic on the destroyer. 
They were rushed swiftly to 
the flagship, put aboard and 
taken straight before a griz- 
zled, ramrod-stiff man with 
the gold braid of the U. S. 
High Command on his cap. 

At the introductions. Hoo- 
doo's jaw dropped. Even in 
his wildest adventures through 
untrodden jungles, he had 
managed to hear that name 
repeated from admiring Hps 
as the symbol of U. S. sea 
might in the Pacific, And here 
he was, with Dawn Wade and 
Atlas Jones and Gin Yock be- 
side him, meeting apd shaking 
hands with a man whose might 
was inexorably driving the 
treacherous Jap rati back to 
.their home hole* for the final 
ex tcrmi nation. 

"Holy Smoke." Hoodoo 
gasped. Thee— then this is 
something big we atwmbled on 
—not juet a teak ferae raid." 

"Plenty big," the Com- 
mander said iolemnly and his 
eyes strayed toward a big wall 
map of the Philippine Islands 
-Corregidor, Bataa.n, Fort 
Drum, Manila. "They chased 
us out of there once, caught us 
flat-footed and ran us out. ' 
ftfow we're going back, with 
the greatest striking force in 
U. S. Naval history. We've got 
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a fight ahead of us, but we 
won't be driven out again." 

The four stood in awed 
silence, realizing the immens- 
ity of what lay ahead. The 
Commander turned, then, 
smiling. "You're a bit famous 
yourself, Hannigan— you and 
your friends. Wherever you've 
been, word keeps seeping out 
about your exploits. In Amer- 
ica the newspapers call you 
the one-man task force. We're 
proud to have you on board, 
sir. What would you like to 
celebrate. your rescue!?." 

"A chance to enlist, sir." 
Hoodoo answered promptly. 
"That's what I've been trying 
to get back to do this whole 
time.''" 

"Me, *bo." Atlas Jones and 
Gin Yock echoed in unison. 

Dawn Wade stepped for- 
ward. "Put me down for 
Nurse's Aid. No typewriter 
soldiering for me. sir. I want 
to be in it, where I can do the 
most good." 

The Commander hid a 
smile. "What chance have the 
Japs with fighting hearts like 
yours arrayed against them?.'" 
His expression sobered. "We 
don't carry an official recruit- 
ing station with us, but may- 
be we can work something out. 
If— er— you four can pass your 
physical checkups by our 
(hip's surgeon, I think we can 
waive the rules and see that 
you get a place in the job 
ahead." 

He broke off then, because 
as one, the four haggard ob- 
jects of the fantastic rescue at 
sea burst into wild and pro- 
longed cheers. 

WATER, fed and bathed and 
feeling once more civilized 
in donated uniforms, Hoodoo 
and Dawn Wade strolled to a 
quiet part of the battlewagon's 
deck. For a time they were 
silent, choked with deep emo- 
tion as they saw the sea, as far 
as the eye could reach, dotted 
with fighting ships and troop 
transports moving like a grim 
juggernaut of doom down oa 
the Jap fortress of the Philip- 
pines. Overhead, scout planes 



roared in endless nights, pa- 
trolling the sea or sweeping on 
ahead to act as eyes for the 
fleet. Later, as the fleet drew 
near its objective, bombers 
would take off to be-gin the 
terrible lesson that would be 
taught the treacherous Japs 
on the very ground their bru- 
tality had desecrated. 

Instinctively they moved 
closer together and Hoodoo's 
arm went around Dawn's 
shoulders. 

"We've come a long way to- 
gether. Dawn," he said quietly, 
"And there's a longer road 
ahead— some of it a road of 
battle and bloodshed, the rest 
a road of peace and happiness. 
When it's over, the world will 
want to laugh and play again, 
to forget its headaches and its 
heartaches for a little while. 
There'll be a place for us, 
there. We've always been in 
show business. Dawn. It's our 
lives, it's in our blood. When 
it's over we can build up -in- 
other show to replace the one 
the Japs smashed." 

Dawn's hand tightened over 
Hoodoo's on the rail, Perl aps 
she was seeing again that ter- 
rible December 8th, hearing 
again the smashing thunder of 
Jap bombs destroying every- 
thing they had built up, mur- 
dering her father, killing the 
white pony she had trained so 
lovingly for her riding act, 

"Tell me, Dawn," Hoodoo 
whispered softly. "When we're 
through figh'ting. will there be 
two roads for us— or only one?" 

Dawn lifted her eyes, then, 
and they were wet with un- 
shed tears. "I think Dawn 
Hannigan would sound even 
nicer than Dawn Wade on our 
twenty-four-sheet posters." 

For a moment Hoodoo held 
her close, dreaming of that 
day to come when they could 
forget war forever, knowing 
that- because of the mighty 
force around them, that day 
would be very, very near. Out 
of defeat. America was rising 
to a mighty victory. They were 
a part of that might, a part of 
that coming victory. 

"Dawn," he whispered into 



her hair. "Dawn, my dar- 
ling . . 

Whatever else Hoodoo Han- 
nigan might have said then, 
was lost in a great, bellowing 
roar of fury. 

The roar came from some- 
where below decks but it was 
growing louder, racing toward 
them as they whirled. A mo- 
ment later Atlas Jones, a 
mighty, raging titan of fury 
came charging out of a steel 
companionway- and onto the 
deck. His great chest was bare, 
his borrowed shict flopping at 
his heels as he ran. On his face 
was a terrible and alt-consunv 
ing rage. 

As they gaped git him. Atlas 
Jones snatched up a two-hun- 
dred-pound ammunition box, 
whirled it over his - head and 
set it down again lightly as a 
feather. He caught a hand- 
spike between his terrible fin- 
gers and bent it until the ends 
met. He seized a section of 
gun-shield and the rivets 
groaned as he pillled it. 

"Look at me." he roared in 
a voice of choked fury, pound- 
ing his great barrel chest. 
"Look at me. you two. I'm 
Atlas Jones, the strongest man 
in the world. I've killed more 
Japs with my bare hands than 
that crack-pot sawbones ever 
saw. I can tear a New York 
telephone book into four pieces 
with my fingers. I can lift 
three hundred pounds with 
my teeth." 

He stopped in front of the 
gaping pair, his eyes flashing, 
clenched fists beating the air. 

"And whaddayou thinkthat 
crack-brained, dough-headed, 
slow-witted, son of a ham- 
burgher merchant turned doc- 
tor told me? Whaddayou think 
he had the nerve to say? He 
tells me I haven't fully recov- 
ered yet frorp the beating and 
torturing the Japs gave me." 

He slammed a mighty fist 
onto the rail and gave a great 
snort of titanic disgust. "He 
says I gotta stay back and 
take it easy— let you and Gin 
Yock do the fighting . . . Until 
I get my strength back." 
The End 
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get these thrilling 
hot-iron transfers of a 
u.s.navy craft in 
keuogg's shreppep 

WHEAT! 




Battleships, cruisers, subs, ducks, alligators and other hot-iron transfers of 
fighting craft! As PRIZES in Kellogg's Shredded Wheat! Right in the package! 
Nothing to mail or send in! 




Think of the fun you'll have- 
showing off your sweat shirt, 
sport shirt, or swim suit covered 
with these swell 
U S. warcraft! All different! All 
colors! Get them as PRIZES in 
Kellogg's Shredded Whe^t! Be 
the first of your gang 

collection of the»e 
fighting craftl 

Be the envy of your neighborhood! 

All you need are these snazzy 
hot-iron transfers' of different 

hem on any article of clothing 
with ».hot iron. They're long 

lasting. Resistant to soap and 
water. They're terrific! 

Cover your shirt or jacket 
with a fleet 



battle wagons, destroyer escort*, 
plenty of assault craft! Or print 
them on piece* of cioth cut like 
pennants and hang thern in youi 

Cit 'am » PRIZES! 

You don't have to send in ■ 
thing — or wait— to get the** 
PRIZES. One is in every package 
of Kellogg's Shredded Wheat. 
And the way Kellogg's make* 
these crispy , crunchy biscuits, the 
whole family will love 'em — so it'* 
no trouble togo through apackage 
lust. What's more, they're at 
good for you as they Bre to eat. 

Ask your Mother to be sure to 
put Kel!ogg"s Shredded Wheat 
on her shopping list! Start col- 
lecting these thrillint Navy 
Craft today! 
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